n            WITH AN IMMORTAL
Mttemosyne, my mother, by the spring Pierian bore me to great Heaven's King, Old Father Zeus.   Aoide is my name, A word blown far upon the wings of fame. The youngest I, and comeliest all agree Of those celestial maids, the Muses three."
No misplaced modesty was here displayed, Yet if she quoted classics, still the maid Might stick to what bore semblance of the truth. " Pardon," I said, " the ignorance of youth. I'm forty-five, a toothless babe to wean Compared to countless ages you have seen. The hallucination may be wholly mine, But I had thought the Muses counted nine."
Again her laugh rang out like wedding bells,
Which clash and echo through the greenwood dells
In golden notes of jollity and mirth.
" A thick-head crew ye men of this fair earth!
We were three Muses on Olympus proud,
But me yeVe multiplied into a crowd.
I weep.   c Behold Melpomene 1' ye sigh.
I laugh.    * Thalia 1' is the joyful cry.
I breathe into a flute.   At once the fools
Cry, c Euterpe, who teaches lyric rules 1'
I sing of love and strike the melting lyre.
* 0 Erato,' they pray, i give each man his desire.'
But ever I am one and one alone,
Aoide, from Olympus hither flown,
Immortal Muse of Poesie and Song,
Whose name Fame echoes through the ages long.'*